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regarded me as if they sought on my face what
they could not find on my document. I thought
he was searching me for the proof of my sanity.
Presently he spoke : " Have you got to come ? "
he said, and in a gentle voice that was discon-
certing from a figure so masculine. While I was
wondering what was hidden in this question, the
ship's master entered the saloon briskly. He was
plump and light. His face was a smooth round
of unctuous red, without a beard, and was
mounted upon many folds of brown woollen
scarf, like an attractive pudding on a platter. He
looked at me with amusement, as I have no
doubt those lively eyes, with their brows of arched
interest, looked at everything ; and his thick grey
hair was curved upwards in a confusion of
interrogation marks.

He chuckled. " This is not a passenger ship,".
he said. " That will have to be your berth.'3
He pointed to a part of the saloon settee which was
about six feet forward and above the propeller.
a A sou'wester washed out our only spare cabin,
comin* in. There you are." He began to climb
the ladder out of it again, but stopped, and put
his rosy face under the lintel of the door.